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Chauffeur Charlie Starts Out to
Make Myrtle Jealous, and Does
It, but He Isnt So Chuckly
Over His Success.

SUPPOSRE
maybe
they're not
when 1t
to saying |
things and then
wriggling out of
what they've eald

“I

thers
comes

at the show-
down,"” observed
Chauffeur Charle

to his garage pal.
"Yes, and they're

By Clarence L. Cullen,
Author of ™Tales of Ex-Tanks."
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I happened to drop around that way
in a couple of weeks, why, maybe, she'd
be at home.

I was pretty hungry to call her up
next afternoon and stlll hungrier to
have a peck at her that evening, but, says
I to myself, ‘There aln't any use start-
ing anything that you can't go through
with," and so I didn’t 'phone that after-
noon nor call that evening, end, eay,
it I wasn't the lonesome son of a
'scouse ocook on a esorghum schooner

; there forty other
CLARENCE LCULLEN ‘ays from the ace,
chum,” was the re-

ply. ‘‘Say, you don't learn very fast, do |
you, son?"’ [
“wWell, I'll improve with training, and |
when I start in my next malden race
you ocan have a bet down,’” sald Chauf-
feur Charlle. I put @ near-win over |
this last time, but these near-wins don't |
get you anythlng. Y'see, I ptarted out
to malke Myrtla fealous. Say, quit that
chessy-catting till I get through, woa't
you? It's nothing to grin about. |
‘Well, anyhow, when a matey of mine |
tucked his steady into my wagon and |
asked me to ride her around the block |
& few times, why I whizzed her past |
where Myrt llves at the evening hour
when I knew Myrt ‘ud be rubbering out

of the window, and Myrt was In her
window and eaw us all right. My
matey's steady s a looker, too, and I

|
knew that 'ud help a lot in my schemae |

of making Myrtie jealous. When I saw |
Myrtle an hour or go later she was there ‘
with the holty-toity Indiffecrent stufrf,
but she had to get it out of her system,
of course, and when she‘ asked me who
the doll was I'd had in my cart, why
me to gaze at the celling and to stake
ber to the slow grin, and I told her that
some folks were doomed to dle a-guess-
ing, and out of the tall of my eve I saw
her lamps blaze at that, but she would-
p't let on to me.

“Next afternoon I didn't call Myrt up
on the 'phone as usual, and when she
called me up an hour or so after my
regular time for 'phoning her I told her
that I wouldn’t be able to hang on to
the recelver very long, because, gald I,
I was going to show Rliverside Drive
and things to a little girl friend of minei

WHO WAS
THAT pouL?

|
|
|

{

“Me to gaze at the celling.” . |
from Philadelphia that I'd known for a |
long time; and then I asked Myrtle if
she'd called me up tor anything in par-
ticular. Well, It ecouldn’'t liave been
anything so durned particular, for she'd
hung up the receiver before 1I'd finlshed
ssking the guestion; and, says I to my-
self, ‘I've got Myrt winging on that
ealousy thing all right, and I win for
1ce, anyhow.'

“When I dropped around to see Myrt
chat evening, though, she seint down
word that she was busy manicuring her
nails and washing her halr, and that it

'lika getting plcklad, but flagged that

. handkerchief when 1
| vet the sparks were darting out of her
| aves at the gaune

I'll eat your hat and be glad to get
it. Lonssome isn't the name for It, but

—p—em

By

O place that prohibition
party Miss May Irwin on
record in her campaign at
the Garrick Theatre, I put
the question squarely:
“Do you belleve that work is the

curge of the drinking classes?”

“I certalnly do,” she declared, com-
ing down eolidly on the platform. “I
am glad to meet the issue. [ am glad
to meet you. Let us get together on
this question. Many great thinkers,
perchance, have turned thls matter
over in their minds, but I don’t be-

The time has come for us to deal with
it fairly, fearlessly and intelligently.
Look about you, and what do you
see? 1 repeat, What do you se¢? I
will tell you: Everywhere you see
the working bhabit interfering with
the drinking habit. One ds antagon-
istlc to the other. The man who
works is ocompelled to neglect his
duties at the bar. This is the his-
tory of our great commonwealth, and
history is repeating itself with great
regularity. But now we arrive at
another view of the case. In fact, I

“i began to make bug motions.”
I noticed that Myrt wasn't calling me
up enough 1o burn eny insulation off
the 'phone wires and that was som@
consolation, anyhow, for it showed that
she was jealous right out to the tips
of her ears, and that's what 1 was
trving to put over, weasn't 1t?7 Sure!
But, somehow or anothsr, I didn't feel
so chuckly over that as I might 've.
“Nary a call-up from Myrtle the next
afterncon nor evening, either, and then,
fn & wav of speaking, I degan to hop
around in eclrcles and to make Fug
motions in tha alr with my mitts. Felt

because it only makes things worse the
next day. (0od thing I had that antl-
plekle hunch too, for 'long ‘bout nine
o'clock that might Myrtls sung me up
on the ‘phone,

“Oh, it's vou, {8 it?' ghe sald when
I reached the 'phone, and her volce
sounded Gike icicles rolling down the
raves, ‘Then wou're not in janl? I
heard vou'd been arrested for trying
to run Into a couple of motor-cycle
policomen. It's too bad yvou were'nt’
and then she chopned, fust !fke that,
\nd hung up the recelver. I hopped|
inta the car and was around where she
lives in less than three minutes,
“\WWell, she must ha' been glad to see
me or something, for she began to dab
at her eyves with a little wad of a
showed up, and

time.
*2av, baby-4Aoll,” says I to her, I
thought you told me that you wouldn't!

“!Nelther would I,' £ald Myrtle, giv-|
ing a final dab at her eyes and putunc!
away her handkerchief. ‘But I haven't!
met him vet. Who's been telung you
thar you were the best man that ever
lived—or did you dream it? I wouldn't
neel to be jealous of the best man|
that ever lived, for he wouldn't give!
me anv occasion to be, but it ever

again 1 catch you riding around with it was trash and that I couldn’t possi- |

. silly faced, stringy haired,
looking softie of n‘——l'-‘nnd all ltke that,
You can nll in the rest of what Myrt

eaid, alluding to the steady of my |

friend that I'd taken out for the Ifttle ters advising me to save my mouey,  clared the Dachelor feelingly.

aroimd-the-hlock spin, |
“They can always Hnd a way to wrig-

gle out can't they-—especially when

thev pull that weep gag on you?'

! might say, with characteristic mod-

eaty, that we arrive at my own case,

or, rather, the case of ‘Mrs. Peck-

ham's Carouse.’ May I be permitted

to say what [ think about that?"”
“You may,” I consented.

Mrs. Peckbam the Solution.

‘““Well, then,"” proceeded Miss Irwin,
‘it strikes me that '‘Mrs. Peckham's Ca-

Mouse’ solves the problem to my satis-

faction at least. To make myself clear,
let me explain that it eliminates the
question of work completely. In other
words, and In all seriousness, playing
‘Mrs. Peckham's Carouse’ Isn't a bit like
work—it's just a lot of fun. I enjoy it
{mmensely. Now, ‘Mrs. Wilson' was
nothing but work. It was llke trying to
break through a stone wall. I used to
feel llke apologizing to the audience be-
fore I started in every night. I wanted
to say: ‘My dear friend, I am very sorry
to give you this, but it's all that I have
on hand.' I kept shortening the play
and pumni in songs until it sounded
llke a ragtime opera. Then {t finally
occurred to me to shorten the play still
mors and piece out the evening with
‘Mrs. Peckham's Carouse.' I tried the
experiment in Boston, and it worked
beautifully. But I made one mistake. I
gave George Ade's little play first, .and
what it did to ‘Mrs. Wilson’ was more
than plenty! To save ‘Mrs. Willson'
from utter annihilation T switched ‘Mrs,
Peckham’s Carouse’ and gave it at the
end. And let me say right here that I
didn't get the Ade piece from my sister
Flo.”

She looked &t me reproachfully and
then went on:

George Ade's First Attempt.

I bought the play fourteen years ago
and merely let Flo have it when she
needed a sketch for vaudeville. ‘Mrs.

lass 11"“0“5 of the best man that ever| peckhem’'s Carouse' was Ade's first at-
lived?' '

tempt as a playwright. I was in Chi-
cago at the time and heard about it
through a girl friend. She told me ot

wonderfully clever sketch that had
been written by a young man on the
Record, and 1 arranged to have her
bring Ade to dinner. He was s0 modest
that I couldn’'t get him to talk about h!s
little play. All he would say was that

sappy | bly use it. But I managed to get hold agreed the Widow with

take for {t. He wrote me several let-

but finally I sent him @ check for $200,

|saying that I would keep the sketch |jingling her chatelaine and wrinkled her
‘and walt for him to set his own price. |nose questioningly. |

harles Darnton.

lleve they have ever turned it loose. |

-
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May Irwin Says an Actress Must ilave a Special license

to Drink on the Stage and Above Al Kaoow

Ut

!
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“ShE was oeaulifully SovsEd

He wrote me that §200 was more than
the plece was worth and begged me to
accept his heartfelt sympathy." l

“And you've been saving it all this
time?" |

““Yes; thls !s tha tirst chance I havd |
had to play !t In New York. It h.’l!l
turned out jus: as [ expected it would.
When Mrs. Yeamans saw it ghe came
trotting back, dear old soul, bringing
me a rose and telling me that I was the |
funniest intoxicated woman she hud|
ever seen on the stage. ‘

“‘How dld you ever learn to do 1t
so weil?' she asked, patting her hands,

‘' ‘By watoching you in “Cordella’s As- |
plrations,” 1 told her. |

l
Chanks to Mrs. Yeamans. .

“And that's the truth. T shall never |
forget her in the scene where she found |

a mote signed ‘Julia’ in her husband's |
pocket and declded to take carbolle
acld. I can see Ler now putting on her |

wedding dress and her wreath and set-
tling herself in a chair with the bottle |
in her hand. But she had got hold of
the wrong hottle, and in a few minutes
she was beautifully soused.’ .|

Miss Irwin seemed to have her doubts
about “soused' for publication, but she |
let it go at that, and continued to recall l
the Intoxicated glories of Mrs, Yea-
mans,

“The finishing touch,” she laughed,
““was the loose end of that funny old |
wreath dangling over her eye. Other |
actresses have tried the same sort of |
thing since with a lock of halr or a |
feather, but none of them has ever ap- |
proached the {ncomparable humor of |
Annle Yeamans in ‘Cordelia's Asp!r:\-!
tions.” The old dear Iin her wedding |
finery didn't know what she was doing
to herself—that's what made it so de- |
lightfully Innocent."

* ‘Drink, pretty creéature, drink! may
be good advice to your pet lemb, but
it seems to be a very dangerous sug-
gestion to the pretty creature in the
play who resembles the lamb |n her

"
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“/live Inlhe same building as (he
presiaent of the wcec.r.uv.”
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in-no-cence and—dare 1 say It?—
stupldity, Nearly every young person
fresh from the convent Is supposed to
prove her white muslin purity by
glggling fatuously or reeling ridie-
ulously when she has tasted just one
lttle glass of champagne. Iiven Anna
Held gets woozy after a sip or two—
on the stage. But Miss Billle Burke in
‘Love Watches,' does it beautifully—
there {8 merely a dainty suggestion of
exhilaration. Both give you the French

N \ - article, but you can't forget advanced
\, = = = English Prossy's fall from the tem-

\__9 = perance cart in ‘Candida.' Prossy In-

N 2 sists that she Is a teetotaler, but she

: hastens to add: ‘I'm only a beer tee-

totaler, not a champagne tectotaler.’

What's the Marter with Beer?

“Why not beer?'’ asked Miss Irwin.
“‘Surely it ls much less harmless than
champagne. But It I8 nevertheless a
fact that perfect stage ladies never
drink beer. Perhaps they drink cham-
pagne because they regard {t as the
Iimit of deviltry. It's just
of course, for Blllle Burke. She {s de-
liclous In her little tipsy scene. She
handles it in just the proper way, A
scene of that sort s a very delicate
matter in the hands of a young actress.
An older actress who simulates intoxi-
cation has more leeway. She'ddh afford
to broaden the humor of the scene, but
a Yyoung woman has to be very carveful
For that matter any actress has to
have a speclal license to drink on the
stage, and she must know when to stop
—where to draw the line, There is al-
ways danger of going a Step too far
and spoiling everything. You never can
tell what the people out In front are
going to think about you.

“I have letters from women commend-
ing the stand I take agalnst drinking
fn Mrs. Peckham's Carouse. These
letters are written In all serlousness
and without the faintest appreclation of
Mr. Ade's humor. Other women have
invited me to join clubs designed to
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thebride-
groom
funny," gurgled |
the Widow, as she |
strolled up Fifth |
avenue beside the
Bachelor after the |
wedding,
“What can you!
see funny,” de-|
mended the Bach- |
elor reproachfully,
“in a lamb being
led to the slaugh-
ter?" ‘
rather—sheepish," 1

A —————
HeLEN ROWLAND

‘““Ha aia look

a ripple of|

| of it and asked him what he would laughter. i
|

*The poor chap had the ‘panic!" ' de-

‘“The—what?" The Widow stopped

WIDOW .-
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““The feeling you have,' explained the
Bachelor, *just before doing anything
rash, like plunging in the surf, or loop-
ing the loop, or signing a contract, or
telling a lie, or proposing, or getting
married, or'’'—

‘1 beg your pardon, Mr. Travers?"

“*Oh, well,” retorted the Bachelor
nonchalantly, “haven’t you ever vod
half an hour on the beach shivering
in your bathing sult and envying
people out in the breakers, but dread-
ing to take the first plunge and half
wishing a big wave would come along
and drag you in? That's the way a
chap feels when ,he's on the brink of
matrimony and"——

‘““And a girl

st

the

o

has got to come along
Hke a wawve and draz him In,"”
claimed the Widow disgustedly,
he'd never take the plunge at all!™
“How did you know tha:?" {nquired
the Bachelor {n mock astonishment,

tor
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' 1?7 I—oh, well, every man gets the jrun!” jeered the Widow with a snap of
‘love panic’ at least once when he | her chatelaine.

wales up with sudden horror to dis- “When you talk like that,”” declared
cover that some girl {5 beginning to|the Bachelor, reproachfully, “your
mean more to him than a mere pastime, | @imple doesn’t show at all. And be-
It usually heppens In the early stages |S!des,’” he added, “a chap can’t help it.
| when he finds himself saying things | He doesn’t fall in love like a woman,
that are foolish and losing his appetite | with malice aforethought, and his mind
and neglecting his business and read.uz,“ the altar and his wedding clothes all
the Rubalyat and buying fancy neck- picked out. Love always comes to him
tles and turning the gas when he B¢ @& surprise. He {s stunned and
meant to turn on the water and"— startled, llke a person who has been hit
'in the dark, and his only thought is how

on

| “I know!" broke in the Bachelor|, ot away—but he always comes back |
quickly. *“I've had it!" agaln!"
“Had—what ?** The Widow nearly “When it {s too late,’” rejoined the

dropped her chatelaine.

“The waking-up feeling,” explained
the DBachelor. “It's like suddenly finding
vourself on tha edge of a precipice with |
an insane desire to jump over; you feel
chilly and hot and mlserable and happy | ‘‘once it 18 broken, or a woman's confl-
and scared all at once, and''—- dence once it has been shattered. And,
I *“And then you shut your eyes and 'nnyway, running away from a woman

Widow, waving her chatelaine,

“'It's never too late to—marry,’ '
quoted the Bachelor lightly.

“But it's alwayg too late to mend the
web  of love,” declared the Widow,

A
Neto Y

¢Copyright, 1907, by Robert W. Chunbcu.)l
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FYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.
t FPhillp Seiwyn, of an old New York |
y, bas resigned from Lhe army because
wite, Alixe. divorced him to marry Jack |
thy & cotillon leader, Returning to
ow ?6 Selwyn frequently
vens. Alixe still secretly .
uthven is luring young Gerald Errol
gamble &t his nhouse. Belwyn bexs Alixs to
vent this for the sake of Gerald's sister,
Elleen s the w of BSelwyn's
ther-in-law, Austin Gerard. Nina uGerard,
‘s alster, tells her brother that KElleen
ling in Jove with him, One evening
ufu at SBelwyn's rooms and a stormy
ensues, Her husband hears of Lhis
and threatens Allxe into allowing Gerald
q.rnbl- ain at the Ru\!.hvon laouulkmse!.u
business partner, Neergard, p
el & te deal 80 Questionable that Selwyn
Neergard uses Gerald

igns he firm
an o';tun‘m force himself !ntu soclety,

him.
to

wyn ‘warns ‘
samble in hiy home. Ruthven retallates by
mentioning Allxe's visit to Selwyn's rooms,

CHAPTER VII.

(Contipued.)
Errands and Letters.

OR an lnetant, now, as he stared at

him, there was mwurder in his eye.

Then the utter hopeless helpless-

nems of his position overwhelmed him,

88 Ruthven. with danger written all

over him, stood up. hLis soft, smooth

thumbs hooked in the glittering sash of
his kimono.

“8cow! if you like" he saild, backing
saway justinctively, but still nervously
fmpertinent, “‘and keep your distance.
It you've anything further to gay to
me, write 1t."" Then, growing/bolder asg
Belwyn made no offensive move.' Write
to me,"” he repeated, with a venamous

omirk; “It's safer tor you to figure 88 | pagued. But in case he does not, there
my correspondent than as my Wife's [}, one detall which you ought to kpow:
| ®0rrespondent— L-let go of me! your husband belleves that vou ence|
What the devil are you d-d-doing’ —— pald 4 alslt to my apartinents. It s

For Sclwyn had him fast—one sinewy

. 5\

Revelation of
Soc

the |*

covercd him and suymmoned a physician,

He is at Hberty to inform you of what

unlikely that
lland twisted 4 his sllken collar, 80ld- watiou, and I think there s w0 occasiog

&®

ety

Ing kim squirming at arm's length.
“M-murder!!" stammered Mr, Ruth-
ven. ’

“No,” sald Belwyn, *“not this time,

“But be very careful after this.”
And he let him go with an involun-
tary shudder, and wiped his hands on |
his handkerchlef, !

Ruthven stood quite still; and after a
moment the Ivid terror died out in hisg
face and a rushing flush spread over it
—a strange, dreadful shade, curloualy
opaque; and he half turned, dizzily,
hands outstretched for self-support,

Selwyn coolly watched him as he sank
on to the couch and sat lhudded to-
gether and leaning forward, his soft,
ringed fingers covering his impirpled
face,

Then Belwyn went away with a shrug
of utter loathing; but after he had
gone, and Ruthven's servants had dis-

thelr master lay heavily amid his paint-
ed draperies and cushions, his congest-
ed features set, his eves partly open
and possessing sight, but the whites of
them had disappeared and the eyes
themselveg, save for the puplls, were
like two dork slits fllled with blood.
There was no doubt about 1t; the doe-
tors, one and all, knew their business
when they had so often cautioned My.
Ruthven 10 avold suddens and excessive
plaotions

That nlght Belwyn wrota briefly
Mrs. Ruthven:

“I saw your husband this afternoon.

to

he whll repeat the aceu-

disconcerted,

whioh is my only excuse for writing

SOPIDDPOSIIE

for you to worry. However, it is only‘luaplclom. This was the beginning of | culpabliity.
proper that you should know this—

my fallure to understand you; I was
sensible enough that we were unham’}'.l

- THE YOUNGER SET --

Perhaps after all a Iittle
more was due from you than what you
brought to our partnership-—-a little more

you' a letter that requires no acknowl- yet could not see any reason for It—| patience, a little more uppreclation of

edgment. Very truly yours,
“PHILIP SELWYN."

To this letter she wrote an excited
and somewhat incoherent reply; and re-
reading it in troubled eurprise, he be-
£an 1o gecognize In it soriething of the
strange, illogical, i{mpulsive attitude
whieh had confronted him in the first
Weeks of hls wedded life,

Here was the same minor undertone
of unrest sounding ominously through
every Mne; the same 1llogical, unhappy
attitude which implled so mueh and
sald so little, leaving him uneasy and
conscious of the wvaguse

recklessness and veiled freproach-—

dragging him back from the preseat

through the dead years to confront
once more the old pain, the old bewild-
erment at the hopeless misurderstand-
Ing between them,

He wrote In answer:

“For the first time in my life I am

golng to write you some unpleasant
I cannot comprehend what you |

truths,
have written; I cannot interpret what
you evidently imagine I must divine in
these pages—yet, us I read, striving to
understand, all the old famillar
returns
whereln I falled in what you expecred
from me,

“But how can I, now, be held respon- |

sible for your unhappiness and unrest
~for the malicious attitude, as you call
it, of the world toward you? Years
ago you felt that there existed some ocs
cult conlitlon agalnst you, and that !
was elther privy to it or indifferent,
was not lodifferent, but I dAld not be-

! restlessness and discontent which came

pain !
the hopeless atiempt to prealize !

oould see no reason for the Increasing

over you like sucoessive waves fu'.'lnw-'
ing some brief happy Interval when

You gayety and beauty and wit falrly
dazzled me and everybody who came
near you. And then, always hateful
and Irresistible, followed the days of |

depression, of incomprehensihile {mpuises, “
of that strange unreasoning resentment |
toward me,

“\What could I do?
moment say that
might have done.

I don't for a
there was nothing 1
Certainly there must
have been something; but I did not
know what. AnJ ofien in my confus
slon and bewllderment 1 was quick tem-
pered, impatient to the point of exas-|
peration—so utterly unable was I to un- |
derstand wherein I was falling to 'naka}
you contented, |

*0Of course I could not shirk or avold |
field duty or any of the detalls which |
80 oconstantly took me away from you,
Also I began to understand your im-
patience of garrison life, of the monot-
ony of the place, of the climate, of the
peoplé. But all this, which I cou!d not
he'p, did not account for those dread- |
ful days together when 1 could see that |
every minute was widening the breach |
between ug.

L

“Allxe—~your letter has brought it all
back, wvivid, distressing, exasperating;
and this time 1 know that 1 could have
done nothing to render you unhappy,
Lecause the time when I was responsi-
ble for such matters is pust, |

“And forgive me if 1 say fit-
arouses a doubt in me~the first honest |

this

| wife

my own Inexperience and of my efforts

to make you happy You were, per-
haps, unwittingly exacting—even a lit-
tle bit selfish. And those sudden, im-

pu'sive caprices for a change of en-
vironment—an escape from the familia:
-were they not rather hard on me who

cculd do nothing—~who had no cholce in
the matter of obedience to my su-
periors?

“Again and again I asked you to go
to some decent climate and walt for me
until I cou!d get leave. I stood ready

rand wHling to make any arrangement

for you, and you made no decision,
‘Then when DBarnard's command
moved out we had our last distressing
interview. And If that night I spoke of
your present husband and asked you to
be w little wiser and use a little more

discretion to avold mallclous comment it

vwas not because I dreamed of distrust-
Ing you, it was merely for your own

guldance and because you had so often
complained

of other people's gossip
about you

“To say | was stunned, crushed, when
I learned of what had happened In my
absencea, to repedt a wite phrase
What it cost me Is of no consequence
now; what it s now costing you 1 can-
not help

“Yet your letter, In every line, seems to
imply some sirange responusibility on my
part for what you speak of as the de
srading position you now occupy

“Degradation or not, let us leave that
aside; you cannot now avold being his
But as fur any hostile attitude of
soclety In your regard, any league o:

is
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By Robert W. Chambers,

Author of '‘1he Firing Line’’ and *‘A
Fighting Chance.”’

apparent to me. Nor can it occur If
your personal attitude roward the world
& correct. Discretion and clrcumspec-
tion, & happy, confident confronting of
life, thess, end a wise recognition of
conditions, constitute sufficlent safe-
guard for a woman in your delicately
valanced position,

"And now, one thing more. You ask
me to meot you at Sherry's for & con-
ference. 1 don't care to, Alixe. There
l8 nothing to boe sald except what can
{be written on letter papar. And I can
see neither the necessity nor the wis-

I've got to bring up another matter—
gomething not very pleasant to me or
to you., May I begin?"

“What s it, Phil?"’ she asked, her
quick, curfous eyes intent on his trou-
bled face,

"It 18 about—Allxe.”

"“What about her?"
ter, calmly

“You knew her in school--years ago,
You have always known her'—

‘“Yes,'"

returned his sis-

“You—daid you ever visit her?—stay at
the Varlans' house?'

[dom of our writing any more letters.' “Yes'"
| For & few days no reply came; then “In—in her home in Westchester?"
{he recelved such a strange, unhappy, “Yes"

There was a silence; his eyes shifted
to his plate; remained fxed, as he said:

(and desperate letter, that, astonished,

alurmed, and apprehensive, he went ok
| stralght to his sister, who had run up I:h'"” you knew her—tather?"
to town for the day from Silverside, “Yes, Phil," she sald quletly, "I knew

Mr. Varlan."

yund who Lad telephoned him to taks
her somewhere for luncheon. “Was there anything—naything un-
| Nina appeared very gay and happy ugisl=atiout himwin thate dayat'

y J | "“Ilave you heard that for the first
|and youthiful in her spring plumage, | time?" asked his siater,
but she exclaimed impatiently at his| He looked up. *'Yes. What is it
tired and carevorn pallor; and when al Hna 2 i p ol '
little later they were seated tete-a-tere | ;‘.,.l ) N R |
| in the rococo dining-rooni of 4 popular e became busy with her plate fo

a while; he sat rigid, patient, one hand

French restaurant she began to urge
{ . ! 4 " B resting on his claret-glass. And pres-
him to return with her, insisting that ' TP A = T e
. / ald )’ 1€8¢ n is e
a ween-end at Slverside witag he | SRHY 81 ou § his eysh

“It was even farther bacl

needed to avert physical dlsintegration, | " s
“\What 18 there 10 keep you in town?" parents—one of them She lfted her
she dem d, breaking biia from the|lesd slowly—"Lhat ls wh L el
| tick of crisp bLread “Tne children | neerped ""‘,“"" Waen WY
have been clamoring for you day and |9f Your marriage.”
| night, and Elleen hag bean expecting a| “\What concerned you?'
letter—~you promised to write  her,| *‘The chance of inheritance ~the risk
| Bhil ! e (0f the talnt—of transmitting i Her
‘I'm golng to write her he sa'a | féthers erratic brilianey become
| impatiently “walt a moment, Nina-|[than eccentricity before I knew m, 1

| don’t speak of anything pleasant or— | would have told you that had [ dreamed

Ueye there existed auy resson for your doybt I have Lad of my own unshared coslition to discredit you, that is not oF lnthnate Just LOW—Dbecause--pecause that you ever could have thought of

the thing, |
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When to Stop

the temperance cause, NoW
other side of the cass: Ont
sent me a letter eaying shé
couldn’t understand how any woman,
especially the mother of two boys
could deilberately ridicule so serious 8
thing as the liquor question. 8Still ane
other woman had the nerve to ask mé
whether I had galned my knowledge of
[ the effecet of whiskey through experis
| ence or abservation.” A
| The bullding shook with Miss Irwin's
i laughter. .

“So you see,” ghe polnted out, ‘‘gets
ting & stage jag s a very serious mats
ter. It must be purely accidental.
Then no one can blame you. It's awful
|to be under suspicion. And just be-
| tveen ourselves, I'm a bit self-con#
e¢clous these days. Why? I live in thg
same buliding as the president of tha
|W. C. T. U. And they tell me thy
| bonnet I wear In the play Is just llke
the one—but enough, enough!"

Is the Silk Hat Going?,

! How about the high silk hat in the

| promote
for the
woman

l United States? ;
| ‘““Things must have come to &
|strange pass in the British Empire,”
|decluned a well-known latter, *“if they
|go to dJress affalrs wearing derbies.
| Why, that must be as bad as the Boas
| War.”

| “Even King Edward wears a derby

Lon swell occasions, when he once wore

Ithe high silk hat,” was the reply.

| “Incredible!"

( "“And nther members of the royal fams
fly wear felt hats and caps.” {
One of the reasons for the passing of

| the high silk hat in London is sald to

(be the automobile. What revolutions

the automoblle has effected! It kills

(children, chickens and established cus-

[toms with equal uncevncern. High silk

| hats blow off easily: in fact, they be-

lcome quite uncomfortable on an auto
| ride. Besldes, when one autos he can't
very well change h!s dress until evena

ing, and s0 i{n L.oondon many afternoon
affairs have become decidedly informal,

1 And the crowning loss Is the silk hat.

| “In this country,” watld an American

|

{hatter, acconding to the Phlladelphia
North American, ‘the high silk hat
steadily decreased unt/l about three

| years ago. The sales since then have
been stationary. The styles in the hag
have changed little. But if they are
giving 1t up in London I do not think
it likely that Amerlcang will soon adopt
{the derby to go to the opera or purely
{dress functions. Undoubtedly the hat
| for dally use is passing, But it remains
| the proper hat for dress—the only prop=
| er hat " ¢

! So London, according to reports, is,
becoming {mproper—oh! dreadfully,
shockingly improper! The silk hat re<’
vival falls! Hat dealers are In despair!
Straws and caps are the rage! In this
country—what? Wil It also pass?
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CEATS ON THE “LOVE PANIC.”” By Helen Rowland
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It shows her
It's as fool-

[Is too flattering to her.
that you are afrald of her.
ish and disastrous as getting nervous
and turning back when you are hail
way across the street.'”

‘“Yes," slghed the Bachelor, “and you
are sure to get caught or to end in a
smashup—or a breach of promise suis,
or''—-

“I must leave you here, Mr. Travers,”
{broke In the Widow {ecily.

“You alawys leave me,”
Bachelor, *‘at the most
TNT don't seo any point,” remarked the
Widow, glancing linguidly round.
“Tha polnt,” explained the Bachelorn,
“fs love, and I've seen it coming’'—
| “Then run!" exclaimed the Widow.
| “But yeu said"——
| “Run after 1t!” mocked the Widow,
waving her chutelaine tantalizingly as
started toward the shop door.

"1 ean't," slghed the Bachelor pito-
cusly.

Whati

“T'vee-I've got the ‘panic!"*” and he
"turnad hastlly down the avenue,

sighed the
interesting

marrying Allxe Varlan, But how could
I know you would meet her ou: there .
in the Orlent! It was—your ocable to
us was llke a thunderbolt., ® * * And
when she—she left vou g0 suddenly-
Phil, dear—1 feared the true reason-—
the only possible reason that could be
responsible for such an insane act.”

“SWhat was the truth about her fathe
er?' he sald doggedly. "He was 60«
centric; was he ever worse than that?™*

“The truth was that he became mene
tally irresponsible before his death.*

“You know this?"

“Alixe told me when we were schogls
girl And for days she was haunted
with the fear of what might one day
be her Inheritance. That is all I know,
Fhil"

Ho nodded and for a while made some
pretense of eating, but presently leaned
end looked at his slster out eof

duzed eyes.

back

“IDo you suppose,”” he sald heavilg,
“that she was not entirely responsible
wihen—when she went away?®" {¥

“I have wonderved,” sald Nina simplg
“Austin belleves it L

“But—but—how In God's name coull
that be possible? She was so brilismg

so witty, so chariingly and capeies
jously normal'’—— !

’ “Her fat was brilllant and POPae ¢
lar—when lie wis younsg. Austin knew
ail, 1 Dhien ulien WoORe

fered whather Alixe A
is about Her westless impuses, Dep
‘ Intervals of curious jresentinment ==
nany things which I remember
y it W wt b Ve were
i1y It 18 a dreadful su
to ma chout any body s0 youthf!

el s0 Jovable-—aud yet, it
| kKindest way to gecoyut for her

“lwunum ol you
(To Bo.(:ontmuoda
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